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Manchester, with his head thrown back,
croaking, like a courageous frog, at the
night of which nobody could see the end.
Mr. Chairman and gentlemen! Sir Percy
Girouard was right after all. He was a
soldier.
Lord Moulton, like Sir Percy Girouard,
takes  pride  of place because his services
anticipated the creation of the Ministry.    It
was at a meeting of the committee plunged
in gloom because of information as to the
possible failure of supply vital to the Armies
that I first saw the great lawyer and the
greater man of science.   He flapped heavily
into  the room,  looking  and  moving  like
nothing on earth so much as Tenniel's pic-
ture of the Mock Turtle.   This appearance
was accentuated by a shortness of neck and
a habit of folding up what there was in a
manner not common in humans.   His voice,
when he began to speak, had something of
the richness of a good soup, but no man ever
spoke with more sense or directness-   On
this occasion his words, to one pair of ears
at any rate, rang like the call of the bagpipes
at Lucknow.   He was in his huge rolling way
promising the impossible.   As he sheathed
his eyes with the heavy lids of a primeval
lizard, it was difficult to believe the good
news.   When  he  opened  them,  however,
there burned within them such cold grey
fires as only the blind could resist.   la fact